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PERSONS IN THE PLAY 

GUINEVERE, princess in Scotland 

BALDEHAGUSt her counsellor 

VIVIEN, her attendant 

EDRICt a wandering scholar 

SIR LAUNCELOT, ambassador of King Arthur 

A Page, Retainers, Knights, Villagers, 
Voice of the Herald. 




nwUTlng-rooaiof thecutlcof OnlncTcrcliiScotluuL Inlbc 
backfnmnd. appioaduil by ■ few low ittis thnmili wide ardict 
■npportcd on piin of ilcndcr coltuniu, Ij a broad, batttcmcaMd 
tcnacc, behind whldi arc mcd partiallT' wooded moimtaliia 
•loplnc to a calm aea. The room U rielUr fomUbed, with bur' 
■Un mp on the floor and eoMlr tapcatrlca on the walla. On the 
rlsht la a bate flreplacc, flanked by amall windowi with drcnlar 
panca, and topped by a eonc-«liapcd hood painted bloc and decor' 
ated with erode flgnrca. At Ac farther aide of the flrepUce, 
attndini Into the room, la a conch wlA broad anni and • high, 
carved back. It la covered with aoft coahlona of allk and aatln. 
Beyond, on the tame tide, la an ar^cd portal, htini wlA an 
arraa, leading Into the caatlc. On the left, oppoaltc the flrcplacc^ 
li a almtUr door leading to Onlnerere'i apartment*. The moat 
conapicnooa object In the room la a ralacd daia oTerhtmg by a 
aploidld canopy of blae and gold, which atanda agalnai the left 
wall. On It la a timple throne, emblazoned with an heraldic 
detlce, a allTcr dagger on a bine field. Ondther aide of the daia 
atanda • aheaf of apcara, A few dialra without mahlona or backi 
are placed agalnat the walla. 

Aa Oie Curtain rlaea the room 1* dark, aaTe for the light of 
a lianging lamp gleaming dimly In the rlghthand corner, and the 
faint glow of dawn on the hilla and the aea. On a dinant crag 
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beacon fire is bnrning witfi ocomIoiiaI bitntii of fl«me Uut die 
oot M tile dawn growi brighter* There is s silvery light orer 
All that turns to pink, then to gold as tile night fades 
in fall day* Two Retainers witil spears are dls* 
covered standing motionless on tilie ter- 
race* Vivien, dressed in a white 
garment belted loosely at 
the waist, is sleeping 
in front of tile 
fireplace. 




Pint Retainer: 
The beacon bums low. 

Second Retainer: 
Til almoat dawn. 

Firat Retainer: 
A fair day for a betrothal. 

Second Retainer: 
Halt ever aeen him? 

Firat Retainer: 
King Arthur? 

Second Retainer: 

Nay, but the man he aends to fetch my lady — 
Laimcelot 

Firat Retainer: 

Ay! Twaa at Waelneaa three yeara back* 'Twaa 
said he would paaa through there with hia knighta and 
we rode oyer to aee the troop. 

Second Retainer: 
Ah, Hia a knightl 

Firat Retainer: 

I remember well how my lady Guinevere aat on her 
horse under a cherry-tree two hours and more, waiting 
for the troop. And when they come and Launcelot atops 
and puUa in hia horae, ahe givea a cry and turns and 
ridea like a mad wind for the caatle. 
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Second Retainer: 

'Til strange, for they aay Sir Launcelot ii a brave 
knight and handiome. He'a no clerk — 

Firat Retainer: 
(Looking over the balQitrade) He's gone! 

Second Retainer: 
Who? 

Firat Retainer: 

Edric the cleric He atood there in the garden a 
moment since, aa he'a atood since midnight. And now 
he's gone* 

Second Retainer: 

Shall we follow? 

Firat Retainer: 
'Tis the counsellor's orders. 

Second Retainer: 
What can a clerk do? 

First Retainer: 

The counaellor fears him. 'Tis something about the 
lady Guinevere. I'll take the courtyard. Take you 
the garden. 

Second Retainer: 

The beacon'a dying. 

First Retainer: 

Sir Launcelot will find the road, I doubt not This 
way. (They go oot.) 




(The stage is empty s moment, save for Vivlea, sleepins qoictlr 
before the fire. The cttrtain at portal, right, is slowly lifted and 
Bdric appears. He enters and drops the arras behind him, at 
the same time gazing searchingly abont the room. He goes to 
tile terrace and looks to right and left ; then he walks stealthily 
to portal, left, and starts to draw back the curtain, hesitates, and 
taming, looks over the terrace an instant.) 

Edric: 

The beacon, and beyond the fire, the dawn! 
Oh, that these hands had erst been bom to action 
I had not thought and thought the hours away. 
Hy pulse is throbbing hoof^beats. How the air 
Dances with ugly dreams. 'Tis not too late. 

(He grasps the curtain again, and again drops it.) 

Curse of inactionl — Tet — if now she came 

And fled with me the perilous betrothal, 

What lies in me to satisfy a queen? ^ 

A clerk, a clerk with only words for swords 

And only thoughts for palaces and men, 

And only love ~. Love? Tet not even a queen — 

(He lifts the arras silently.) 

She sleeps* How still she lies* The very dawn 
Behind night's curtain breathes more loud than she* 
If I should wake her now — 

(The curtain at portal, right, is lifted, and Second Retainer enters 
and points out Bdric to Baldemagus who is immediately 

behind him.) 

Baldemagus: 

(To Retainer) Leave me alone with him. (Exit Retainer. Balde- 
magus leans against the back of the couch an instant watching 




Bdric Then^ as the clerk !■ about to call to Qainerere, he stepa 
qtiickly acrou the stage and dtttchca his armO 

What make you here before my lady'i door? 

^^ Bdric: 

« 

(Taken aback an instant, then composedly) 

Who is the ip7> my lord, and who the spied? 
'Tis well that I am here to guard the lady. 

Baldemagtts: 
Insolent clerk! 

Bdric: 

I dreamt a curious dream 
Of you tonight, my lord. It seemed as though 
I saw you standing in a marketplace 
And on a block a slave^^l stood for purchase. 
Tou were the broker. Why, 'tis but a dream. 
Your eyes were hungry, but her face was pure* 
You said to me, «^The slavery will tame her.! 
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Baldemagus: 
A Ue! 

Bdric: 

You start! 'Twas but an idle dream. 
Do dreams come true? Hethinks almost they may. 

(Throwing off ttt counsellor's hold) 

^ By all the Saints, you shall not have your wilL 
You shall not bind her in a loveless marriage 
And force her in despair into your arms. 




Baldemagui: 
Tour leniei are distraught She loves the King. 

Edric: 

LoYes him? Tis you and Merlin feed the love — 
Merlin with dark, insidious prophesiea* 
Tou with your serpent lure of glamourous story. 
Weaving a halo round a sordid fate. 
LoYes him? Does ever woman love a man 
Because he wins a battle, wears a crown? 
She loYes him for the petty, untold things 
That history scorns, and she alone must find* 
LoYkM him? Gaze on that cross upon your breast 
And say with honest eyes, she loves the King* 

Baldemagi|s: 
I have no need to plead before a clerk* 

Edric: 

But I have need, before a greater Judge* 
And Guinevere shall know — 

(Bdrlc tttrm toward Qoinerere'i poruL BAldemagisa dotchct 
hii arm again and draws him back.) 

Baldemagus: 

Qerk! In the courtyard 
Retainers wait to stab you at a word* 
Speak to the lady, crush her with your words. 
Blacken her counsellor for a plotting knave, — 
Think you that she will give her love to you 
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And thank you with a curtsy for her shame? 
Go to the scullery, love a kitchen wench — 

(While he !■ ipeAkingy Vivien wakct, saxes •leepily abottt and 
gives a light lattgh when she sees the two men.) 

Vivien: 
Mother of mercy 1 The wise man and the clerk. 

(She crawls over the floor and sinks down comfortably at 

Baldemagtts's feet.) 

Not a kitchen wench, my lord, 'tis too low in caste. 

(She lumps op and makes a deep curtsy to Bdric) Why not I? 

If the lady Guinevere is ungracious, I am an excellent 
substitute. I am loving, dutiful — all that a model 
wife should be. And you may preach to me till set of 
sun. Ill not mind, for I'll not listen. Nay, 111 fust 
sing to you — deedledee, deedleda — till you say, 
Indeed, the lady Guinevere was never as wise as this. 

(She sings) 

There once was a fool in a wise man's gown. 

And a silly old fool was he. 
His head kept wagging up and down 

And his brain — O, tirra lee, tra la. 

His brain, O tirra lee! 

Edric: 
Let be! 

Vivien: 

O, most noble clerk, I fear me, folly was left out 
of your composition. Tis sad, for 'tis the salt of life. 
I am sometimes a devil, but more often I am a most 
magnificent fool. Bow to me, my lords, for the fool is 
the only tmsubdued king of the world. 




BaldemagU8 (indulgently): 
Tou have an ill temper^ girl. 

Vivien: 

Til the fatsit of my parents. They were foola. And 
I am an excellent teacher of folly. Perchance my lady 
will learn of me when we come to Camelot and 
perchance lomeone that is not King Arthur — 

Edric (taking a step toward her): 
Demon! 

Vivien: 
Til said to happen. 

(She slngt) 

Over the hills in the conjuror's town^ 

Hey, diddle dee, tra la. 
There's a king in his robes and a lusty down. 

Hey, diddle dee, tra la! 
Oh, 111 marry the king and 111 love the down^ 
The lad for his face and the king for his crown, 
Oh, happy 111 be in the conjuror's town. 

Hey, diddle dee, tra la! 

(Vivien cortaiei qtiickly and diaappearit running and laughing, 

in Qninevere's apartmenta.) 

Edric (after a pause , to Baldemagua) : 
Tou have a noble advocate, my lord* 

Baldemagus: 
I have no need of one. 




Edric: 

Yott go with her 
And Latsncelot to Britain? 

Baldemagtti: 

Tliink you not 
Twill be a pleasant foumey? 

Vivien (Appeariiif at portal, left): 

Htsahl She comes! 

Baldemagua (to Bdric): 
We are dismiMed. (Polntliif to die terrace) Qerk — 

B4ric (bowins): 

Hy lord! 

Baldemagua (bowing, ironicaUy): 

My lord! 
Bdric: 

Her father gave her aotsl into yottf hands* 

Baldemagua: 

I yield it to a king* What man will say 
I have been faithless to my trust? 

Edric (at terrace): 

Faithless! (Bzito 

(VlTicn'a Tolce is heard aiiigiiig lightly* Baldemagua goca to the 
terrace widi qisick atridca and looki alter Bdric Then, going to 
portal, right, he lilta aaide ttt cttrtain and beckona to aomeone 
without* The Second Retainer cnten. Baldemagua whiapcn to 
him, pointing to the terrace* All the while, Viyicn'a voice ia 
heard ootaide, ainging, ''Over the hiUa in die conlnror'a town*") 




Baldemagtti (•harply toReuiner): 

To the heart 

(The Retainer node, and goca oot by way of the terrace. Balde- 
magna watchci him ontil he haa diaappeared and tilien goea oot 
through portal, right, dropping the arraa behind him. Vivien's 
voice is heard more diatinctly. The song ends abraptly aa Vivien 
pots her head oot of the door and looks aboot the room.) 

Vivien (to (htinevere, inaide): 

Come, my lady. The couiuellor of the long gray 
ears haa taken himaelf away, and your doloroua friend 
haa gone to iim hia woea, no doubt, in the garden* 
Han ii a dumay beaat Tou muat pull him or ahove 
him — (Gortsying gaily aa Qoinevere appears) Happy be^ 
trothal day, my lady! 

Guinevere (shading her eyes a moment in the sodden glare): 

What aunny magic there ia in the air! 
Surely the univerae ia leagued with ua. 

Vivien: 

God'i in the crocua, and lalf a in the lea. Tou 
alept soundly* 

Guinevere: 

Tet I heard voices, or waa it a dream? 
I thought that men were quarrelling, but then 
I heard your voice singing some pretty song 
And so I slept again* 

Vivien: 

'Twaa a mere nothing, my lady* Two men were at 
each other's throats for a pretty feweL They are pro* 
foundly at peace once more* 



A 




GuincYcre: 
I thought I recognized — Have jou teen Edric? 

Vivien: 

Oht our brave clerk! I taw him sitting gloomy as 

an owl in the garden after you left him at midnight 

Oht my lady, is it proper to talk to young gallants — 

such gallants — at such a time o' night? ( Laoghing loftiy) 

I tickled him with a straw and teased him with his 

love for you, 

Guinevere: 

Oht Vivien, you do not understand! 

Last night he seemed to draw my very soul 

Out of its earthliness unto his heights. 

I did not love him ~ yet — almost — I did. 

Vivien: 
Hy lady, 'tis a fool of a clerk! Nay, not a fool. He 
hath not blood enough. It takes greatness to be a fool. 

Guinevere: 

Not now, my Vivien. Spare your feats today. 

Sir Launcelot and his knights are speeding hither. 

The dawn is cold. (Shivoing) I wish 'twere over 

and done. 
Vivien: 

Come, my sweet lady, think not of it. Shall I play 
the fester and amuse you? Watch now. (She pida op 
A fool's cap and baoble lying on the hearth where she slept, and 
twiria the baoble in her fingers.) Tis the insignia of a most 
royal fool. And here's a motto for you: All fools are 
wise, but few wise men know how to be fools. But 'tis 
not a good one. It smacks of a philosopher in his cups. 
'Tis the glory of woman to know when to be wise and 




when foolish » and man never approaches us in our 
greatness. Now see, an instance. Tou marry King 
Arthur. That is very wise, for you get a crown, a 
kingdom and the best knights in the world to be your 
slaves. But you love ~ say, Launcelot — 

Guinevere: 
Vivien, leave me! Tou talk you know not whatl 

Vivien: 

Waelness, Waelness! Does it burn still? There's 
still fire as long as it bums. Launcelot! 'Tis folly! But 
turn the wheel again and it's the highest wisdom. Folly 
is the wisdom of the heart. 

Guinevere: 

Oh, Vivien, why will you be so cruel! 

Why will you torture me, day in, day out. 

With your inhuman mockings and the name 

That of all names bites like a silver blade. 

Nay, nay, it does not. I'll not have it so. 

That fire — 'tis dead and withered as the blossoms 

That burned about us like a million flames. 

Rosy and white and glorious, at Waelness. 

Tis dead. I would not let it crush me, so — 

'Tis dead. I was a foolish child. But God 

Had taken so much and left me so alone; 

And in those eyes I seemed to see a world. 

Promising refuge and companionship. 

Waelness! There's lurking poison in the sound. 

I seem to hear the moan of lovers in it. 

Nay, 'tis not so! There's treason in my fancies. 

Do you remember how I fought my love? 




Tou were more sister and less demon then* 
At least you seemed to help me, yet when now 
Hy thoughts go back, I know you spurred the love 
On its mad pace with your soft words of comfort. 
And yet I checked it How he would have laughed — 
The silly country^girl fighting her love 
For the grand knight as knight would fight an ogre* 
I won* Through all the loneliness, I won* 
a«attshlng imeatily) Tis a bit cruel the world should 

send its winter 
About the heart so young. I am steeled and cold* 

Vivien: 

Winter comes and winter goes, my lady. Love 
returns with the lover, m( 



Guinevere: 

No more* Look you, would woman with a heart 
That held a spark of what is woman's besl^ 
Leap not to Edric's wooing? 

Vivien: 

Tis a clerk! 

Guinevere: 

A clerk, but he hath kingdoms in his souL 
Tet am I cold* He needs no armored men, 
No blade upon his thigh, no crown to mark 
The perilous attainment, the proud heights 
To which his own great self, unaided leaps* 
What if my spirit cries unto his spirit? 
Tis weak, for I am small for a small world 




And interwoven with struggles and wild hopes 
And pride and glamour and the clash of men. 
Hy woman's love hath suffered chill rebirth, 
And loves the nu)est7 about a crown 
Where it should love the naked pulsing heart 
I shall be true to Arthur. 

Vivien (liiigB Ugfatly): 

Over the hills in the conjuror's town. 

Hey diddle dee, tra la. 
There's a Idng in his robes and a lusty clown — 

Guinevere: 

Sing not that song! 
Tour fandes are distorted if you dream 
Of any other love for me than Arthur's. 

Vivien: 

Distorted? Mayhap. (Lansiiing softly) I'm a child 
of the sun and the sun doth strange things when it 
casts shadows. Hy father was a minstrel who came 
singing from the south at twilight and went singing to 
the north at dawn; and my mother laughed for the )oy 
of me when I was bom and died within the hour. So 
Fm going with you to Camelot to pull old Merlin's 
beard. 

(Sbe liBgB) 

For the queen hath a lover, heigh«-ho, 
And she's head and heels over, heigh«-ho — 

(A low cry is heardt followed by toiinda of a icofiFle. Vivien, 
who hMM been ilttiiig on the floor at Qnlnevere'a feet, leapt np 

and nina to the terrace.) 
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Guineyere: 

(FoUowing her) >^Ticn» there's someone hurt! 
What is it? 

ViTien: 

(At the parapet) Tis a most loTelf brawl. Naft you 
must not see it* Tis nothing for fair ladies on the day 
my lord comes a^^wooing. Height ho » brayely done. 
(Qninevere tries to paaa her, but Vivien holda her back.) Tis a 
vulgar sotffle, my lady, 'tis nothing. 

Guinevere: 
Tou are so strong. Tou treat me like a child. 

Vivien: 

Nay, but like a most tender-hearted princess. (Holding 
Qoinevere away with one hand) Well thrust! 

Guinevere: 
Thrust, Vivien? They're fighting not with swords? 

Vivien: 

(Rapidly) Nay. But 'tis interesting. Tis a fight 
'twizt a man that thinks too much and a man that 
thinks too little, a god and a brute. Only the god's 
onmipotence is somewhat out o' gear because the brute 
has a knife. Donkey! He's dropped it. He's at god 
a'mighty's throat 'S Mother! He trips on his mantle. 
Now god's got the knife. Now! (Disgusted) He's let 
him go. The clerk's afraid o' the sight o' blood. 

Guinevere: 
The clerk? Edric? You let them fight? 




Vivien: 

(CooUy) Twas an excellent scuffle. (Laughing and 
pointing to the right) The brave conqueror comes for his 
reward. He's all a ^tremble — the warrior clerk. 
(CttrtiTing repeatedly and waving her hand) Hail, all powerful ! 
(She runs off to the right, laughing mockingly, as Bdric, his cloak 
torn, his hair dishevelled, enters breathless.) 

Guinevere: 

(Who has drawn back in apprehension, running towards him) 
Edric, you're wounded! Oh, I did not know — 

(They step from the terrace into the room. Bdric leans against 

a pillar, catching his breath.) 

Edric: 

Wounded? Nay. Taken aback — and a bit — - 

breathless. 

A fellow tried to stab me there below — 

In the courtyard. We foug;ht it out between us. 

He dropped the Imife. I tripped him and 

he feU. 

We wrestled hard. It took my breath. 

Guinevere: 

The knave! 
He did not strike you? Not some little wound? 
Surely you killed him for his villainy? 

Edric (with a short laugh): 

Killed him? Why, no. One does not Idll a child 
That breaks a law he does not understand. 
If I'd had breath I should ha' lectured him. 





Fm not blood^fhinty like your valorouB knighti. 
I merely took his dagger — for remembrance. 

(Studying the dagger) 

I dreamt that men could live without such tools. 

The knife's a quick road but the goal is mockery. 

A grain of vision and a drop of hope 

In the last scale are worth a thousand swords. 

Why will we play with knives? Poor souls are we. 

What are our thoughts and our philosophies? 

We live as gods a hundred thousand years. 

Dreaming and building, moulding new the world. 

Blowing the ashes from the spark divine, 

Fiery within the clay, and yet, at last. 

Desire unfettered like a silver blade 

Stabs us, and we are dust Tis a sharp blade. 

Twill make a speedy ending for some sinner. 

(Casting the dagger aaide with a touch of bittemesa) 

Bsh! Tou are all barbarians in your customs. 
Not your folk only — all the world's barbarian. 
Because it hath not brains to understand me 
It dirks me in the back. 

Guinevere: 

Ah, God be thanked! 
Tou are not hurt much when you still can rage 
Against us and our customs. Tea, indeed. 
We are but children in philosophy. 

Edric: 

(Smiling a little ntefiillir as he ezaminea his cloak) 

And you do play with rather dangerous toys. 

Hy cloak hath a rent — too close to the heart for comfort 
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Guinevere: 
Who WM it? Tell me I 

Edric: 

Twas a petty ro^e. 
I spilt hit porridge, stole his Sunday coat. 
Danced with his mistress — what are all the sins 
One draws the dagger for? 

Gttineyere: 

EdriCt his name! 

Edric: 

Tis a fair soul, all courteous without, 
Black as a demon ^ 'tis the only villain 
Lives in the world today. All other knaves, 
Cttt'throats and murderers, stalkers in the night. 
Are virtue's children. 

Guinevere: 

Heaven, what man is there 
Can draw such words from you? His namel Tell mel 
What monstrous crime finds here its sanctuary? 
Edric, I am alone, Hy father's dead. 
Tou are my comrade, I have none but you* 
The world's a rout of masquers with their torches. 
And I am sick with all the painted faces 
Blurred in the night, about me. 



Edric: 



Guinevere: 



Guinevere! 



TwUl be a masque until the end, my clerk. 
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Edric: 

What lies in you that jou should cry for glory? 
What is a Idngdom when the eyes are blind 
With tears that will not comfort, and when hands 
Quiyert for too much groping in the night 
Over the dead face of our perished hopes? 
There's misery in glory. God is {ust. 

Guinevere: 
I shall not shirk what God gives queens for tribute, 

Edric: 

Nay, youll not shirk it, but is God a monster 

And gives the noblest of his children less 

Than every peasant^girl has right to claim? 

He made us not for suffering — 'tis a myth 

Tour priests have taught you. Our inheritance 

Is happiness — not sacrifice — our crown, 

The )oy of living each day for itself, 

Stainless. 

Guinevere: 

When peace is lost, 'tis sacrifice 
Hust bring the echoes of the music back. 

Edric: 
Tou do not love the King! 

Guinevere: 

Tou shall not say it! 

Edric: 

Love is so perilous and glad a thing, 
Spurn it not wilfully. Last night — 
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Guineyere (catching her breath): 

Last night — 

Edric: 

Last night your lily hands touched my soul's strings 

And played aeolian music. It did seem 

As though the discords quiyered and were not. 

And from my dead soul there arose a song 

Of ended sorrows and of ended wars. 

Of ended reaching into infinite space. 

For in my hand the utmost star shone bright 

And in my ears the far sphere^music rang. 

There is a luring glamour on your brow 

That draws me to your feet Tour garment's hem 

Has healing godliness — my queen, my fortress, 

Siege^trong against ten thousand, wide for one! 

Nay, speak not yet! Turn not your face away. 

Why, this is life, and I have never lived 

Until this instant. Tis my flashing moment 

Against a thousand years of emptiness. 

Tou are my goddess! You are all that faith, 

Blindly desiring, visions for its goaL 

The love of you gives music to the storm, 

Beauty to wretchedness and form to vague 

And uncreated chaos. At your touch 

The Spring returns, the Summer sings with blossoms. 

The sap of life runs in long perished boughs 

And we are men again. 

Guinevere: 

No more. Tour dreams 
Wreathe me about till I forget the world. 
But I am of the world and must not dream. 





No more, no more. I am not the you leek, 
Siege-strong against ten thousand, wide for one! 
For one ^ for one — the doors are locked, 

unbroken — 
Arthur must hold the key and only Arthur. 

Edric: 

Dream but a single hour. Think not I ask 
A hope of you. Hy heart has lost all that — 
The hot desires reaching unto the stars, 
The passionate longings, all that youth 

blows white 
In the fire of the heart Tou lulled all those, 

when first 
Tou looked at me with those pure, starlike eyes. 
What stays is the quintessence of man's loye — 

Guinevere: 

Tou words are snares* Tou lull me with your dreams* 
Tou tear me for your pleasure — 

Edric: 

Guinevere! 

Guinevere: 
Hy counsellor shall lead you to the gates. 

Edric: 
Hy counsellor! 

Guinevere: 

What have I done that you 
Should stir the conquered demons into life 
Within me, the forgotten ecstades 
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Whose resurrection is the death of peace? 
Why will you paint the greatness of man's love? 
Could I but lore you, all were well again. 
Nay, not that look! I cannot love you — nay 
Nor Arthur ^ 

Edric: 

Guinevere! 

Guineyere: 

You woke my dreams. 
Twas in a maze of blossoms* Nay — - 'tis oyer — 
Waelness! The sting of it is in my blood! 
But 'tis aU oyer and dead — 'twas lore or I — 
I killed it (with a forced Unsfa) in cold blood. Tou 

did not think 
That I was such a warrior? Need gives strength, 
(IB a low Toice) And I had need — God knows. 

Edric: 

TeU me! 

Guinevere: 

Of what? 

ni love no more. Twas the hard fight it cost me, 

And I was. Oh, so young. Fear not for me. 

What though he go the long way south with me. 

And drink and eat with me and serve my King 

And be the noblest lord in Camelot, 

'Tis over and dead — there's — 

Edric: 

Guinevere, 'tis he? 
It can be none but him, who snares you dtus! 

6 
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Guinevere: 
la the name written in my ejea? 

Edric: 

Tia aeared 
Into my fleah. You ahall not marry Artfaur! 

Guineyere: 
I am a queen. 

Edric: 

But he you love ia black 
And full of plota and aecreta aa the night 

Guinevere: 
Clerk, 'tia a alander* Theresa no purer lord — 

Edric: 

Pure? Do you know hia aoul, hia heart, hia 

thoughta? 

Guinevere: 
Hia face ia noble. 

Edric: 
Tia a villain'a maak. 

Guinevere: 

Slander, baae alander! Tia a )ealoua knave 
Who apeaka — 



Edric: 

Jealoui! By all the Sainti, I am fealotta! 
Bttt at the least I do not aeek to stab 
Hy way clear to my lady's favor. « 



Gttineyere: 

Edric: 
Hy cloak hath a rent* 



sub? 



Guinevere: 

He's come, he's here? 

Edric: 



Hy lady! 



Guinevere: 



Laoncelot! 



Edric: 



Laoncelot? 



(SUcacc, then oatildc, the toIcc of Vivien, liiifiiic. She enters 
■oddcnly from the terrace, ttopplnf with a quick gasp as she sees 
the attltoiles of Bdrlc and Qolnevere, and cartsylnc with down- 

csst eyes.) 

Vivien: 

Hy lady, my lady! A thousand pardons! Fll go in 
a twiggle of the ear. I have great news. Nay, but 
never mind — 

Guinevere: 

(Calmly) What is it, Vivien? 




ViYien: 

Nay, btft 111 not disturb. I lack the neceasary fine 
words in the presence of a clerk. I must prepare my 
speech. It shall begin — 

Gttineyere: 
Yiyien, I pray you. 

YiYien: 

To go? At once, my lady. But I have excellent 
news. However, 'twill interest you but a trifle, and 
'twill keep. Fll warm it up with phrases from the 
philosophers and serve it hot when my lady hath leisure. 
But 'tis really a most — 

Edric: 

(Coldly) Hy lady, the child is strangely seized. I 
beg that I may leave you to your leisure. 

Guinevere: 
Nay, I would have you stay. 

Vivien: 

And I shall present my news, my most important 
news — Adieu! (She cUncea toward the terrace, liiifiiic) 

Oh, who was it played by the mulberry bush 
With a kiss and a laugh and a song — Oh — 

Edric: 
Witch! 



YlTica: 

(Turning ■nddmly and dropping a cartaj to Bdric and 
another to Qainerere) Tis nothing ahort of the news, 
my lady, — that there's a speck of dust on the road. 

Gttinevere: 
Had yott no better way to amtise yourself? 

ViYien: 
Nay, 'tis a duU day. Adieu. 

Edric: 
(Brooding) Launcelot! 

Vivien: 

(Taming at the terrace again and running back) Oh, my lady, 

a something I forgot A small nutter. In the speck 

o' dust is a troop of knights riding from the south. Tis 

no one of moment Only the ambassador of your 

future husband, my lady. (She nsna np to Bdric, and«tanfflng 

on tiptoe, whiipen miachievooaly) Launcelot and Guinea 

▼erel Eh? Tis Sir Launcelot (She nana ottt, laughing and 
■inging.) 

Guineyere: 
(To Bdric) Slander! 

Edric: 
Hy thoughts were on your counsellor, my lady* 

Guinevere: 
That were an idle fear. 





Edric: 

Sir Launcelot! 
The name stinp like an adder! 

Gttineyere: 

Nay, it need not 
That la all buried with the lonely years 
And shall not live again. 

Edric: 

The riders come. 
Yet 'tis not now too late. Harry not Arthur! 

Guinevere: 
Harry not Arthur? Edric — surely you )est? 

Edric: 

I drink foreboding with each breath of air. 
Harry not Arthur! 

Guineyere: 

I shall live my fate. 

Edric: 

Ajf you will live it But 'tis perilous 

As here you mould it in your resignation. 

Out of the mist the cloud, out of the cloud 

The storm, the woe! The grim, unbroken chain. 

Fettering each heartbeat to the next, is fate. 

Forgive — my eyes see darkly. 

Old shadows loom and spectres walk abroad 




Within me. Storiei of old wrongi oppreis me! 
Viiiona of new griefs — there, did you not see? 
Twas a most horrible picture I Twas not you I 
No, no, not Guinevere, 'twas Launceiot 
With some strange other woman that was wife 
To Arthur, King at Camelot Not you! 
I tell you 'twas not you! 

Guineyere: 

(In ttiddcii horror) Edric, Edric! 
(TcArfnUy) A fooUsh dream is tearing at your heart 
Purge it away. Let it not creep in mine! 
Launceiot and Guinevere, she said? Sir Launceiot? 
He is King Arthur's servant and shall be 
Queen Guinevere's. Edric, the love is dead. 
And what stiU lives, is Arthur's. 

Edric: 

Harry him not! 

Guinevere: 

Beware lest you do stir my peace with dreams! 

Hy blood chills. What has laid these mists upon you? 

If I should marry Arthur is it death 

That 'waits me, is it sorrow, is it — shame? 

If I do not — 

Edric: 

A thousand Idngs there are 
Would give their souls to lay their majesty 
In the dust, prostrate, here before your face. 
I am no king — I am a clerk — I am nothing. 




Gttinererc! 

Tom not the worship that I hold for jou 

Into the common paaiion of desire! 

Give me no cause to know 700 less than goddess. 

For there is that witiiin taj sool would hurst 

Like a mad cataract through the strongest gates 

Did m7 soul fSeel that 70U are flesh as I! 

Guinevere: 

(Brokenly) Bdric, mj Edric, Mend — na7 — more 

than friend, 
H7 heart — it bums, and turns again to ice. 
Bums and is chill once more. No, no, no, no — 
The heights? Ah, 70U would warm them with 

70ur love — 

(Wlitfolly, iA A low Tolce) 

And 70U might shield me from the gnawing dread — 
Of loving him — I do — not dare — to love. 

Edric: 
Guinevere! 

Guinevere: 

No more! Tis chill again. H7 heart is sick. 
Perchance, perchance — I shall not marr7 Arthur. 
Save me! Go now! Oh, someone comes. H7 throat — 
I cannot breathe — 

(A tingle trumpet odl ia heard. BaldtmAgoM appeara on the 
terrace while Guinevere ia apealdng and comes forward httrricdly.) 

Baldemagus: 

Sir Launcelot and his men 
Are at the outer gate and <rj you worship! 




GttineTere: 

(HyiterlaOlr) Let them not come! (OmtroUlac hcndf ) 

Mj lord — I call them welcome* 
We ihall recdTe them with all coorteaf 
And honor that ia due to Arthttr'a kni^ta. 

Baldemagua: 
(^nth an aafrr gLmcc at Bdrlc) 
The dertc haa preaaed into jout chamber! 

Guinevere: 

Go! 
Bid Latmcelot welcome! 

Baldemagua: 
Tia aa 70U direct (He go«i ont.) 

Guinevere: 

(la a low Tolcc) How I dreamt of it once — and now 
hc'a come. 

(Oa the terrace two or three retaiaen appeer» then mou vil- 
lag e people, fabberinf and polntiaf to the right, where appareatiy 
the knlghta are approachinf . The clank of the portcnlUa chain 
ia heard, followed hj cries of welcome from the crowd on the 

terrace.) 

Guinevere: 

(Softly) Now they've opened the gatea! 
Bdrlc, miatruat me not! 

Edric: 

I wotild not cheapen 
Mf love nor mar your courage with miatruat 
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Guinevere: 
(Qifliif htm her luuid) Comrade! 

Edric: 

(Palliiif on one knee and kindnf Qnlnerere'i outstretched hand 

MM he prcMes it) 

H7 princesi! 

(Bdric rUci, and Qninevere, her head held high^ walki haltlaf * 
If toward the terrace. She atarta aa Baldemagoa appeara, and 
lets htm lead her to her aieg e on the dala, where ahe takes her 
place. Baldemagoa retttma to the terrace. There la a hoah of 
expectancy. Suddenly, ViTien comes dancing in from the terrace, 
ainging and laughing in high apirita.) 

Vivien: 

Their're coining, mj lady, they're coming. God 
a'migfatj, what knighta! I fell on the neck o' one of 
them for the very {07 of seeing a real man. (Drawing 
the coonsellor hack) Come, my lord* Tia not jou they'd 
see. Great illuatrioua counaellor, be not a cloud before 
the sun. (Cortsying gaily before the daia) Hy lady 
princess! (Observing Bdric by the flr^lace and cortsying again) 
Host noble — Oh, I forget what! 

Guinevere: 
Peace! 

Vivien: 
(Fanning heraelf breathlcaaly aa ahe takes her place beside 

Bdric) Amen! (To Bdric in a low voice) Hast composed 
a speech? 

Edric: 

Hush! 




ViTien: 

M7 ladx hath a fair face — pcrdunce a little 
too rocmcL 

Edric: 

Let be! 

Vivien: 

Latsncelot win like it well, I doobt not 

Edric: 
Lattncelot? What know 700 —7 

Vivien: 

Oh, cherr74>loMonia. 
(A blast of tmmpcti outside. Bntcr Launcdot, accampaiilcd hj 
a IMge bcartBf a down and a sword on a cnshion, and followed 
by a doscn knigbts, bearing spears. Breastplates are their only 
armor. Tbcy raise their spears high above dlieir beads in greeting, 
Lanncclot, who carries no spear, raising bis sheathed sword. 
Tbe TiUagcrs are pressed back and are seen only at the extreme 
right and left of the terrace, the knights filling the centre tfirongh 
the greater part of the following scene. After the coming of 
Laoncclot there is a momentary silence. Guinevere, who has 
been watching the terrace nervooaly, remains an instant rigid 
and expressionless. Slowly ber £sce brightens and takes on a 
sodden fire. With eyes fixed on Laoncelot she balf rises from 
her throne, controls herself and drops back, ashen pale, in 

tbe chair.) 

Vivien: 

(In a whisper to Edric who is watching Otdncvere's every move- 
ment, bis body bent forward, bis bands clenched) Waelneaa! 
It buma. By'r Ladf! didat aee it? 
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Bdric: 
(Doitf) Twai a cemrtto u i wdcomc 

ViTicn: 
Of a loTcr. Htsah — 

Launcelot: 

(Wbo hMM kept liSi gate rtrctcd on QnlncTcrtft fiicc ttaiH aa he 
•oddcnly rccognisci her, hot quickly controla hlmadf.) 

Vivien: 

CWith A low laisfh) Waelncis! 

Launceiot: 

Lattncdot, ambaaaador £rom BriU^ 

Bcga atidlciicc for hia King in fricndlx qocat 

QuincTcrc: 
We wekome 700. 

Baldemagua: 

M7 iorda, xott are moat wdcomel 
Tour friendly errand, thoti|^ it take from na 
The }ewel of our kingdom and our hearti^ 
Lcnda to our greeting yet a warmer wilL 

Launceiot: 

Mj lord, I take not to myaelf yoor cottrtea/. 
But to the King, mj maater, in whoae name 
I do preaent the greetinga of a nation 
Whoae loTe ia here in Scotland with ita qoecn. 




GttincTcre: 
We thank foo widi a gratdisl licart 

ViTien: 
(Whtapcring) God a' mightj, how they talk! 

Edric: 
(aQtchlnc VMim'M am) He loTCS her, VMea! 



Vivien: 
Wadneaa! 



Launcelot: 

To 7011, moat noble lady, doth tht Kin^ 

Who aeeing 70U bot once, hfanaelf onaeen. 

Loved 70a above all other nuida of earth. 

Send what 70a long poaaeaa — craving moat httmbl7 

That hia twice-^en gift ma7 move 70iir heart 

To bring onto hia heart a gift aa rich. 



Guinevere: 

(GA]mi7) Soch gifta, m7 lord, lie not in hnman handa 

To give or take awa7* Fate rulea our lovea 

And we are powerleaa. (Shudderliif ) Theresa aome grim 

demon 
That makea hia aport with them — aome demon. 



i 
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Vivien: 
Look how she quiTcral Tit surelf love! 

Edric: 
(Mattering) Shell not marry Arthur! 

Vivien: 

(With A low, riagiiif imsgh) She^ be no queen? Shell 
marry him twice over fbr the better safety. 

Launcelot: 

(Takiiif A step toward the <Ui% followed by the page who takci 

hlfl place At Launcelof • left) 

The King hath many }ewela, aweet my lady, 
But none that did not pale before hia love. 
Wherefore he aenda in token of hia truat 
And aeal upon the high betrothal bond 
The three great emblenu of hia royalty* 

Edric: 
She'a nigh to teara. She heaitatea — 

Vivien: 
Watch how ahe takea it* 

Launcelot: 
To Guinevere the Queen he aenda hia crown. 

(He Mccnda the daii to set the crown on her head.) 




Goinevere: 
(SCArdnf back) Not 700! 

Laoncelot: 
(ToBAldcBuigiu) Ht lord? 

Edric: 
CAa BaldCBUigiu taka the down and acta it on Qolncvcre'a head) 
They dose her round — they nuure her! 

Baldemagos: 
It ilull be iuMdj worn. 

Goinevere: 
(TimorooalT) I trust, 1117 lord« 

Edric: 
(Under hia breath) Til a fair queen. 

Vivien: 
A moat fair woman* 

Launcelot: 

To Guinevere, the woman, who shall wage 
The wars of adverse fortune at his side. 
The King doth send his sword Bxcalibur! 

(He raiaca it high above hia head, then beara it to (ittinevere.) 
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GoincTere: 

(Taking the sword with rftalncd umtttnGf) 

His enemici shall be nxj cncmiei» 

Hii Mends shall be 1117 frie&ds, his Hit mj fate. 

Whatever be the fortune. 



Bdric: 
CWith a low cry) Gttineverel 
*TiM done! Nay, one more token — then, 'tia done. 

Launcelot: 

For Guinevere that is to be his wife. 
King Arthur set this ring upon mj finger 
To set upon the finger of his loved one. 
Give me your handt nxj lady. Let me bind it 
For it doth give me leave to call 70U Queen, 
And have jovut lips call me jout loyal servant 
There is no better name. 

Guinevere: 

(CAtchias her breath) Courage, courage! 

If this the servant, what must be the king? 

No, no — 

(Her tjtM are full of dread* Suddenly ahe rlaci. The sword upon 
her lap laUSt and clatters on the steps of the dais. Impulslrly 
she tears the crown from her head, and holding it outstretched 
at her side, seems to shrink from it. The page runs up and takes 
it from her. The knights and yillagers crowd together in amajse- 
ment. Baldemagus gives them a sign and they go out, almost 
in panic, leaving the terrace empty.) 
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Edric: 
(Bzitiuntiy) God of the world! 

Goinevere: 

(HTiterlcAUy) Forgive — me — go to Arthur — 
Tell him I — fjtwt the King mj reyercnce, 
H7 doty, m7 devotion — all but love. 

Vivien: 
(PetttaUy) There's wisdom for 70U, hj the Saints! 

Baldemagtts: 
What passion^s this? 

Launcelot: 

Tou are not well! 

Baldemagus: 

The clerk! 

Guinevere: 

(Slowly) Passion, passion — ay, 'tis a foolish — 

passion. 
I was a child again — and I saw spectres — 
Beautiful spirits. Oh, so beautiful! 
I saw them once -^ at Waelness — 

Edric: 

Ha! 





VlTien: 

The firel 

Guinevere: 

Waelnets, Waelneu — 'twas in Haytime, 

And the white cherry blooms hung like an aureole 

About their wonder'<rowned, alluring heads. 

They looked at me with their wild eyes — and I 

Fled down the burning valleys like a whirlwind 

With the wild eyes about me, and about 

The sweet tongues crying •— '^Where I come, is death*'' 

Waelness! I saw them here — there — everywhere! 

Upon the hill, the sea — most in the blossoms 

Each time the Spring came from the warm, warm south. 

With the soft tongues that cried, and the wild eyes. 

Nay, m not wed him! For the spirits come 

And hover like a swarm of angry bees 

And hum their dreadful music in my ears! 

Take them away! Have pity on my soul! 

They are so beautifiul — Waelness, Waelness! 



Launcelot: 



Guinevere! 



Baldemagus: 
The ring, my lady! 

Guinevere: 

Now they are gone. 
Nay, I will have no ring, my counsellor. So — 
Tis an end. 




Baldemagus: 
The clerk bath clouded 70U with fears! 

Guinevere: 
Til not the clerk. 

Edric: 
(In A low voice) Naf, God, 'tis not the clerk* 

. Guinevere: 

(DMccndinf the didi and ApproAchiaf Latmcdot) 

Sir Launcelot — nay, kiaa not so mj handl 
Tis a weak hand. But jou are brave, and bom 
For atrugglei that shall never have an endings 
With strength that knows no ebb and no defeat 
I am a woman and mj life is bound 
From birth to death with longings* Bverj act 
Mirrors its values in the glass of love. 
And once the glass is clouded, what is life? 
Tou are a man. Tou have no time to love. 
Perchance 'tis a weak toy with which we women 
Wear the long hours awaf, and so, otur lives. 
Love would be impotent before fottr strength 
But conqueror before a woman's weakness* 
I cannot love the King — not now nor ever* 
Ah, God forgive me if I am ungracious* 

Launcelot: 

Nax, not ungracious, ladf, jtt I would 

That 70U would strike mj msster not so deep* 
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GuincTeire: 

He saw me but an initant. Twill toon paM 
And hell be happier then. 

Launcelot: 

It will not paaa. 
Hen love but once that look upon your face. 

Guinevere: 
Nax, sa7 not sol Tou tear mj strength to tattera. 

Vivien: 

(Somr) Ha! The break in the anow^wall, Therell 
be an avalanche in the flash of a second. 

Bdric: 
(HattcriBf) God, God, God! 

Launcelot: 

Tis not a wise strength. Lady, be our queen! 
Before your face all Camelot shall bow, 
All Britain wonder, all the world grow fair. 
And at four words shall cities rise and fall 
And ancient empires fade as daf in night 
Tour hands shall hold in leash a myriad lives, 
Tour fingers play on myriad human hearts. 
With you shall be our majesty, our hope. 
Our dreams of conquest, our unspotted fame — 




Goinevcre: 
Plead not so well! 



Laoncelot: 

Say 700 do jidd! 

Quintwtrt: 

(In A low Toicc) Yield — yield ~ 
There's icent of chenj bloaaoma in the air 
And a white fire of million, blossoming flames. 
The spectres are about me — 



Launcelot: 
(Veiy loftiT) Gttinerere! 

Guinevere: 

(Suring At bim in raddcn rcAliutioA, with a low cry) 

Can fate crush all its gifts into one moment — 
Life, death, love, sin and happiness and pain? 
I yield ~ the ring! 

(Launcelot ttarta to put the ring on her finfcr. She mjitchci it 

And Acts it in place herAelf, looUnt behind her aa if in fcAf of 

Apectrci while Ahe doeA ao. Stiddcnly Ahe rAlACA her left hand, 

on which the ring Ia, Above her heAd with a choking Aob.) 

The ring, the ring! I am King Arthur's bride! 

(She tnniA to right And left aa if trying to eACApe. Then, Aobbing 
hyAtericAlly, Ahe rtuiA to the terrAce And diAAppeArA to the right.) 





Baldemagtti: 

(To Launctiot) Before it was the child* Tia now the 

woman* 

She's gircn to tean* Her mother died in childbirth. 

(Laoncclot goes out with bent head* At tlie terrace tlie cownerHor 
■topi a moancAt aa a Retainer enten from the right. To Retainer) 

Bid heralda aound the message of betrothal 
From the four towers. 

(The Retainer bowa and goca oot^ fallowed hj Baldemagoa. Bdric 
crottchca agalnat tlie fireplace^ dittchlng tlie maaonrr to keep 
from iUllnf • VlTlen cnrtalca low before him, then nma after 

the othera, alnglng ,) 

ViTien: 

Over the liills in tht confisror's town 

Hey diddie dee, tra la. 
There's a idng in his robes and a lusty clown -» 

Bdric: 

The silver bladel 

(l^Tlcn'aaong atopa aaddenly aaahe encotmter8Qfiincvere» eoafnaedy 
fcveriah and laboring under atrong emotion, coming totterlngly 

from the right.) 

Vivien: 
Mj ladjf 70U are faint! 

Guinevere: 

No, Vivien, no — 
I want — to pray. They must not wait — with 

the feaat 




VlTien: 
Praj? For whofc sotil* mj ladj? 

GoittCTere: 

Kethinks a hundred died a moment lince. 
Go now — 

ViTien: 
Ton luTe good companj at prajer* (Bjdt) 

(QoiBCTerc hoiuta a mooicnt, then enters the room and looke 
round wlthoot tapjing Bdric who ilnki down on the coach at 
■oond of her Yoice end la hidden from her by the cottch'a high beck.) 

GttineTere: 

(To herself) The world it all a wilderness. Which 

wMjf which way? 
(She mna toward the door leading to her own apartments, hot 
stops and shrinks back mm she sees the dagger which Bdric has 
cast away, lying in front of her threshold. StealthUy, she picks it 

op and examines it.) 

^'Desire tmfettered like a silTer blade 

Stabs us and we are dttsf (Looking at her hand) 

It has not changed. 
But the soul's stolen from me — and the hands 
And face and ejes and lips and all — are dust 
A sharp blade maketh a quick ending — 

(She draws the point slowly toward her heart.) 

Edric: 

(Starting forward) 

Godt 
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Cln the cHifncCi a trumpet -call la beard. QoiBeTere ahrinka 

back and lets the hand, holdinf the dagger, drop to her aide. She 

does not obaenre Bdric, hot benda forward, llsteninf intently.) 

GttineTere: 

(BreathleMlj) The herald! (Repeating anatches of the 
herald'a mciaage mm they come to her faintly) Be it known 
* Guinevere, daughter unto Leodegrance, king in Scot^ 
land — given her aottl — ah! -^ and all that doth — 
betrothal — Arthur of Britain — Oh, Launcelot! 

(She tries to stab herself, bot is restrained by Bdric who leapa 

forward and holda her wriat.) 

Edric: 

Guinevere! 

Not thus! Not you! Tou mutt die pure of bloodl 

Guinevere: 
Edric! 

Edric: 
Yet 'tia the only way. Launcelot — 

« 

Guinevere: 
Do you despite me — hate me» Edric? 

Edric: 

Hate? 
God! I could hate you with a demount hatred 
For tearing all the vitiont from my eyet. 
Shattering my dreamt, tending my very toul 





Back to the horrid depths from which 700 

raised it — 
Did I not love jots with a demon's love 
Because jou are so htmunt flesh as my flesh. 
Body and sotsl all tangled, all distraught — 

Guinevere: 

Let go my hand! Nay, 111 not use it now — 
The - silver blade - 'twas but a moment's horror - 

(The tntmpet-call la heard again, more diatinctlj.) 

The herald, Edric! Stop! Tis my betrothal - 
I am sick to the heart I win cry out! 

Edric: 

Not yet! 
Soon they will kill me an they list* I care not 
I've spent my days in dreaming. There's one deed 
Must put the dreams to shame before I die. 
How I did bow before you. Oh, my goddess! 
Tou are a woman now! A woman's guilt 
Hath in the space of one white moment turned 
Tour maidenhood to ashes. In your soul 
The sin of woman that betrays her lord 
Lies brooding like a serpent - do you see it? 
There - with the many venomous tongues 

that sting. 
And the dead bodies and the fallen towns 
And all the ruin - 

Guinevere: 

Stop! My head swims round! 

8 





Bdric: 

How hot four hand it and how hot joux hcartl 
I thooght it cold. Ah, Gtdnevere, the woman 
That sires her aoisl fot Lattncelot^a lore - 

GoineTere: 

Varlncie, Wadneaa! I knew - that it mtiat kilL 

Bdric: 

God» how the lore ihot upward to jottr eyes 
And made joisr bodj quirerl GtsineTere! 
Too hare ttirred op a horrible fire within me! 
Thert'a no more world, there's no more daj 

nor jear - 
Theresa only 700 and I and lore and death. 
And mj whole heart ia crjing to joor hearl; 
And mj breast cries for 700 and m7 hot lips 
07, and m7 whole frame seems to melt and sink 
Before 70or feet, homble and dronk with lore. 

GoineTere: 

(Otttchliig her throat with her free hand) Bdric! - I 
choke -merc7! 

Bdric: 

Ha! Sa7 700 so! How the hot fingers draw 
The blood from the neck! Wh7 did 700 let 

them hold 700? 
Hold 70U to marr7 Ardior when 7oor heart 
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Bcsmcd whh the fires of hdl for Lannodot? 
Why, why? rn know what made mj goddeaa, 

i! 



GottteTere: 
(■cchaalcAUy) I could - not - beaf - to let bim go. 

Bdric: 

Oh, how I lore 70a for the lore dut teara 700! 
Bot joall not laU, jotill marrf not the Kingl 
Totill let not Latsncelot feed on yoor aool ~ 

(A third dmcthe tnimpct<AU is heard, followed by e fatet cheery 

GttineTere: 

(With A fob) The Tillagers! Once more, and *tia 

the laat 

Bdric: 

CSeddsf to eztricittc tlie dagfcr firom QoiBCTcrc'i hand) 

There's but one way! A moment - and once more 
■7 goddess! 

GttineTere: 
Bdric, Bdric! 

(Ab Bdric ia atriTiaf with her lor poaiciiloti of the dagger, Vhricn 
appears oa the terrace. She gives a cry and miia forward.) 

ViTien: 
Joan, Fergus! The Queen! 





(Crict and tamnlt arc heard ootaidc* In a flaah, the terrace la 
crowded with people. Retainera mah forward and caat thcmaelvea 
on Bdric Baldemagua and Lattncelot enter. The retainera drag 

Bdric atrogsUnf to left of atage.) 



Edric: 
Lay oSt lay off! (There la a flaah of many drawn aworda) 

Come with jotir awords! 

(Then, with a aodden mad atmagle mm he aeca Qainerere aink 

fainting into Lanncelofa arma) 

Guinevere! 

(There la a aorging of knighta toward him. Hia arma arc held. 
He haa ceaaed atroggling. The Firat Retainer haa picked op the 
dagger and atock it looaely in hii belt. A trumpet blaat la heard 
ootaidey then the voice of the Herald. The crowd on the terrace 
toma toward the left where the Herald la preaomed to be 
atanding proclaiming the betrothal from the fourth torret of the 

caatle.) 

Voice of the Herald: 
In the name of Chriat! 

(The aworda lalL Qoinerere, regaining conadooaneaa, drawa hcr« 
aelf ftp and toma weakly about, aitpported atill by Lanncelot, and 
gazea blankly with a dread of aomething ahe doea not nnderatand, 

from right to left.) 

Voice of the Herald: 

Be it known unto all men that Guinevere^ daughter 
unto Leodegrance, eratwhile Idng in Scotland, hath thia 
day given heraelf, her body and her aoul, and all that 
doth belong unto her, by law and heritage, in inaeverable 
betrothal unto the noble, mighty and Moat Chriatian 
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monarchy Arthur of Britain; unto whom and to no other 
■he ghall cleave, for the love of God and the glory of 
her soul and the peace and happineaa of manlrind. 
(Trumpets mmnd m. floorlah and distant ttralna of mualc arc heard. 
Am the Herald pronoitnccs the laat words, Bdric breaks away from 
hii captors by a last effort, totters a moment before he regains 
his balance, then staggers toward Qainerere.) 

Edric: 
Gtdneverc! 

Baldemagui: 
(To Retainers) Kill the cleric! 

(A half dosen men mah forward, and Bdric is stabbed to the 
heart by the First Retainer with the dagger that he had sooght 
to stab him with before — the 'Silver blade*'. Bdric raises him- 
self to his foil height, his arms abore his head* Then, with a 
single cry, he fklls dead at Qtdnerere's feet.) 



CURTAIN 




